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Words  by  Song- 

SIVORI  LEVEY  LIZA  LEHMANN. 


On  the  day  I get  to  Heaven, 

In  that  Paradise  so  fair, 

As  I tread  its  paths  and  meadows 
I shall  See  Three  Wonders  there. 


On  the  day  1 get  to  Heaven, 

The  second  I declare, 

Will  be  to  miss  so  many 

Whom  I quite  expected  there. 


On  the  day  1 get  to  Heaven, 
The  wonder  first  will  be, 
To  find  so  many  people 
I did  not  expect  to  see. 


On  the  day  I gel  to  Heaven, 

As  an  erring  sprite,  or  elf, 
The  greatest  wonder,  sure,  will  be 
To  find  I'm  there  myself. 
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Words  by 

D.  EARDLEY'-WILMOT. 


Song. 


Music  by 

HERMANN  LOHR. 


Those  sad  waves  straining  from  the  beach 
Are  as  her  last  supreme  embrace. 

Yet,  in  the  churchyard  up  above, 

Lulled  by  the  sea's  deep  litany, 

She  lies  and  sleeps,  at  rest  from  love  — 

My  pale  sweet  flow’r  of  Brittany. 


The  white  wevea  creeping  up  once  more 
Are  like  a girl’s  caressing  hands. 

The  foam  is  as  a filmy  lace, 

Round  white  anus  slrelching  out  to  me 
With  all  the.  tenderness  and  grace 
Of  one  I loved  in  Brittany. 


qopyriifhl.MCMXV.By  Chavptll6fo  I.U 


Nea.NC 


Werds  by 

EPWAR0  iOCKTON. 


Song: 


Music  by 

GUY  d’HARDELof. 


So  you’d  better  eeme  asd  seek  my  g&iden, 

I will  guard  end  keep  yco,  never  fear 
Tbougbtte  flowers  aQ  fade, we  wUI  not  satfOUf. 
Love  lives  longer  than  the  roeas.deail 
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Words  and  Music  by  Song",  TERESA  DEL  RIEGO. 


Thank  God  for  a garden, 

Be  it  ever  so  small, 

Thank  God  for  the  sunshine, 
That  comes  flooding  it  alll 
Thank  God  for  the  flowers, 
For  the  ram  and  the  dew, 
Thank  God  for  summer, 

That  brings  me  you  i 


Thank  God  for  the  sunrise, 
For  the  new  morning  bright, 
Thank  God  for  the  sunset, 
That  is‘‘Shepherd8  delight;" 
Thank  God  for  the  cornfields, 
In  the  moonlight  of  blue, 
Thank  God  for  summer, 

Thank  God  for  yowl 


Cnpyneht.  MCMXV;  by  Chappell  i C?LliJ 


Words  by 

NANCIE  B.  MARSLAND. 
Brlgiitly.^=82. 


Song. 


Music  by 

MONTAGUE  F.  PHILLIPS, 
(op  2S.  N9  3.) 


1 simile. 

Keigh-ho!  wherefore  sigh? 

Love  is  lasting,  time  will  fly; 

All  Iby  days  of  lonely  pain 
Go,  when  love  comes  back  again. 
Smile,  and  sing  my  glad  refrain- 
Heigh-hol  the  aunshine. 


Haigh-ho!  dance  and  sing, 
Wedding  bells  shall  surely  ring: 
Love’s  return  will  be  ere  long. 
Shedding  tears  is  surely  wrong. 
Laugh,  and  join  my  merry  song- 
Heigh-hol  tha  sunshine. 
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LAN  DOF  THE  LONG  AGO 


Words  by 

CHARLES  KNIGHT 


Song. 


Music  by 
LILUN  RAY. 


Love's  sweet  re  • frain 


'sa. 


There  is  a garden  where  our  love  we  planted. 

Fair  .grew  tte  blossom  ia  those  days  of  yore) 
And,  in  my  heart,  that  emblem  enchasted, 

Dear  one,  ■will  bloom  fordvennoral 


There  is  a land  wherein  our  troth  w«  plighted 
Happy  the  mem’ry  of  that  golden  day! 

Heart  beat  with  hearljand  souls  were  united. 

Dear  on^  until  you  went  awgj-' 

Come,  cornel  for  happiness  is  wailing  On*,  cinael  for  happincM  la  wailing 

There,  in  Ik  Iwilighl  glow  T’'"?.  “ •'®  ‘*’■'8“  8'°®' 

Anri  Love's  sweet  refrain  we  shall  hear  once  again.  And  Love’s  grapd  refrain  we  shall  hear  once  a 
In  «R|  dear  Land  of  the  Long  Agol  In  that  dear  Land  of  the  Long  Agol 

co„righi.  MCMxy  fc,  chtpp^n  ft  a Lu. 


SONG. 


Til  iiiii  iF  iraMil 


Words  by 

A.  SV  JOHN  ADCOCK. 


Music  by 

FLORENCE  AYLWARD. 


There’s  a liltle  house  in  a little  street, 

A liltle  way  from  the  sea, 

And  ohi  when  I’m  weary  of  all  the  world, 
It’s  there  that  I fain  would  be. 

For  the  world  is  full  of  sorrow  and  care, 
And  the  darkness  lies  before; 

And  the  little  house  Is  full«f  the  dre.ams 
That  were  ours,  but  are  ours. no  more. 


In  the  little  street  in  the  long  ago 
In  the  little  house  by  the  sea, 

We  dreamed  of  the  dR3’s  that  have  had  no  dawn 
Of  the  years  that  shall  never  be. 

But  you  were  young  and  I was  young, 

And  we  dreamed  and  had  no  care 
And  dearer  and  better  than  life  has  been 
Were  the  dreams  that  came  to  us  there. 


So  \(dien  I’m  weary  of  all  the  world, 

Of  its  sordid  hopes  and  its  pain, 

I think  of  the  little  house  that  was  ours. 

And  sigh  to  be  there  again . 

’Twere  heav’n  enough  if  we  found  our  dreams, 
And  dreamed  (hem  again  maybe 
In  the  little  house,  in  the  little  street, 

A little  way  from  the  sea. 
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Words  by 

EDWARD  LOCKTON. 
Slowly  and  with  sentiment. 


Song; 


Music,  ty 

ROBERT  CONINGSBY  CLARKE. 


Little  Rose  among  the  roses, 

Why  are  you  more  fair 
Than  all  the  other  flowers  of  June-time 
In  the  garden  there? 

Why  are  you  to  me  so  splendid, 
Crowned  with  all  deljght? 

Little  Rose  among  the  roses, 

Pure  and  sweet  and  white  I 


Little  Rose  among  the  roses, 

1 will  tell  you  why: 

It  ss  bepause  my  heart  has  chosen 
You  'neath  God’s  blue  sky! 

On  my  heart  then  dream  for  ever, 
Through  all  joy  and  strife, 

Rose  of  hope  and  love,  mine  only 
Till  the  end  of  iifel 


Copyright,  UCUXV,  bp  CbappeU  & C9  Ltit. 


Words  by 

EDWARD  LOCKTOTJ 


Song-. 


Music  by 

DOROTHY  FORSTER 


Now  Tm  far  away  aad  lonelyi 
And  tbs  world  a desert  seems, 
Tet  tbe  little  roe&clad  window 
Haunts  me  ever  in  my  dreams! 
And  I know  when  tears  are  over, 
And  the  waiting,  and  the  pain, 
You  mil  welcome  me,  and  love  me, 
'Mid  th^  roses  once  again! 

CopvngM,  MGMXY  by  a»pp«U  * C»  Ud 


rose-clad  window 
In  the  little  viHage  street, 

It  was  June-tide  when  1 saw  it, 

And  the  day  was  calm  and  sweet. 

Yet,  although  those  lovely  blossoms 
Ware  so  bright,  and  fair  to  see, 

Twas  your  face  that  peeped  among  them, 
That  was  dearer  far  to  me. 


Ohi  the  little  rose-clad  window, 

What  glad  dreams  it  brought  that  day. 
What  sweet  words  we  idly  whispered 
As  the  moments  sped  away, 

And  our  love,  Uke  some  young  flower 
Soon  in  beauty  lay  unfurled. 

And  that  little  rOse-clad  window 
Seemed  the  dearest  lathe  world. 


A NEW  CYCLE 
of 

EUROPEAN  GYPSY  SONGS 


“ROMANY  SONGS” 

Words  by 

EDWARD  TESCHEMACHER 
Music  by 

HERMANN  LOHR 


CONTENTS 

1.  THE  WIND  ON  THE  HEATH 

2.  MIRI  DYE  (MOTHER  MINE) 

3.  WHERE  MY  CARAVAN  HAS  RESTED 

4.  THE  MAGPIE  IS  A GYPSY  BIRD 

Low  Voice  Medium  Voice  High  Voice 

Price  $1,50  Net 
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CHAPPELL  & CO.,  Ltd.  41  East  34tli  Street,  New  York 


The  Ward-Stephens 

MUSICAL  SETTINGS 
of  SELECTED  POEMS  by 
James  Whitcomb  Rileg 

CONTENTS 

LITTLE  ORPHANT  ANNIE 
THE  BOY  PATRIOT 

THERE  IS  EVER  A SONG  SOMEWHERE  /A  Song! 

HER  BEAUTIFUL  HANDS 
THE  MAN  IN  THE  MOON 
CHRISTINE’S  SONG  /Up  in  T^ntotttna  Land! 

A LIFE  LESSON  ! There  LItUe  GiH  Dan  I Crpi 
AMERICA  Octavo  S.A.T.B. 


October  Ilth,  1915 

Dear  Friend; 

For  the  loving  touch  with  which  you  let  my  verse  to 
music,  and  lor  many  kindnetiea.  knows  and  unknown  to 
me  in  the  perfecting  of  the  nnuieal  program,  and  likewise 
the  original  manuicript  for  tbetetUng  of  "Little  Orpbant 
Annie",  1 am  deeply  grateful.  Simply,  til  lean  do  is  to  give 
you  an  unadorned  thank  you, , but  this  comes  from  the 
bottom  of  my  heart. 

Very  gratefully  tad  faithfully  yours. 

Jamee  Whitcomb  Rtiep 

Ward  Stephens.  Esq., 

Boston,  Massachusetts. 


PRICE,  $1.00  NET  COMPLETE 


A SaECT  LIST  OF  SO- CENT  FOLIOS 


25  Old  English  Ditties 
18  Moore’s  Irish  Melodies 
24  Popular  Scotch  Sonds  (1st  selec- 
tion) 

21  Scotch  and  Jacobite  Sonias 
44  Favorite  Sonias  oi  Scotland  (3rd 
selection) 

15  Favorite  Welsh  Sonias 

13  Standard  Sonj^s  of  Shakesjgeare 

20  Sea  Sonds 

10  Hunting  Son^s 

20  Nurserjr  Rhymes 

12  Poets  for  Male  Voices 


These  Collections  contain  the  ORIGINAL  and 
^HISTORICAL  MELODIES. 


THE  LATEST  SUCCESSFUL  SONG  CYCLE 

Songs  ^ Southern  Hsles 

A Cycle  of  Four  Songs 

Words  by  Edward  Tescbemacher  Mtiic  b;  HERMANN  LOHR 
[Keys:  Low,  Medium  and  High] 

Hennann  Lohr,  one  of  the  most  eminently  success- 

ful composers  of  English  songs,  has  written  nothing 
more  melodious  than  these  “Songs  of  the  Southern 
Isles.’'  The  reason  for  his  immense  popularity  is  not 
difficult  to  find,  for  it  is  seldom  that  a composer  who 
writes  so  well  and  so  correctly  can  also  make  his  music 
attractive  to  the  general  public. 

The  melody  of  “Star  of  the  South’’  is  as  natural 
and  ingenuous  as  a folksong,  “1  Dream  of  a Garden 
of  Sunshine’’  is  a beautiful  reverie  in  which  the  voice 
part,  a simple  and  tender  melody,  floats  above  the 
piano  accompaniment  and  gives  the  harmonic  picture 
a golden  edge. 

“ Cyprian  Night  Song’’  has  a tinge  of  langorous 
Southern  passion.  It  is  tranquil  on  the  surface  but 
there  is  longing  and  an  echo  of  sadness  in  the  heart  of 
the  singer. 

“When  Spring  cornea  to  the  Islands’*  is  redolent 
of  the  poetry  of  May.  The  rich  and  rippling  accompa- 
niment supplies  the  accents  and  the  vitality,  while  the 
vocal  melody  wells  from  the  singer  like  the  happy  carol 
of  a bird. 

The  great  song-loving  public  has  potent  reasons 
for  admiring  Hermann  Lohr.  This  new  cycle,  “Songs 
of  the  Southern  Seas”  is  one  of  them. 

PRICE,  $1.00  NET,  COMPLETE 


jfour  IFnbian  Songe 

A Cycle  of  Four  Songs 

WorJr  from  “Ttie  Ganien  ol  Kanu"  Muiic  by 

by  Laurence  Hope  HER.SUNN  LOHR 

(ILey^  Um.  Medium  tr>d  Hich) 


To  mainiain  the  high  standard  of  previous  SchlevemerH  ts-sometbiog  to  be 
placed  on  the  record  of  any  labourer  In  the  field  of  Aa  TVhen  Hernman  Lohi 
submitted  "Songs  pf  the  Southern  Isles"  to  iheverdict  of  a critics! 
public,  they  were  received  with  a chorus  of  approval  but  his  cresdw  l^tinci 
seems  not  to  have  rested  content  whh  such  spetriy  rtcognltkia,  and  in  quick 
-succession  he  has  written  these  "Pour  Indieit  .^ongs." 

Through  the  medium  of  Lsureaco  Hope's  realistic  verso,  be  has  “lUaid  the 
East  0<3l1in',~  like  Kipling's  'ten  year  soidjer,'  nod  for  thq  tiiofi  being  bas 
evidently  'he^ed  nothio'  else.’  All  the  veiled  the  telentiess  foscina* 

lion  and  the  pitiless  falnltsm  of  the  tet  havd'bm  woven  into  the  texture  of 
these  songs  In  "Starlight”  we  seem  to  see  the  midnight  sky  of  the  Orient 
ablaze  with  myrind  points  of  light,  which  by  their  cold  brlUlanco  intensify  the 
passion  and  pain  of  the  lover's  questionings. 

"Just  Sn  the  Hush  Before  the  Dawn*'  la  fuR  of  mystery  and 
chcerincss  which  arc  hdgblcned  by  the  recurrence  of  a dmplo  triplet  figure  in 
the  voice  part  nod  the  aecompanlmcnL  The  soi^  closes  fa  a-  clinm  eloquently 
suggestive  of  the  OrIcnuQ  spirit  of  ’Kismet.* 

Tragic  nnd  poignant  feeling  throbs  In  every  note  Pf  "This  Passlois  la 
but  an  Ember."  This  consuttunaiion  Is  reached  by  very  simple  harmonic 
means  which  alone  are  o tribute  to  the  composer's  talent.  "On  the  Citv 
Wall" embodies  the  ungedyof  thetoectlngof  Eastand  West,-^ifthe’blue  eya 
that  conquer  the  brown  eyes.*— and  the  resultant  hopetesslotiu 


Here  again,  the  heights  of  Lovoand  Sorrownre  couebed.  aod^tlMs.mean^  cat* 
ployed  are  so  simple  anddircct  as  to  make  this  number  all  the  moro'ctnkvincing. 

If  anything  further  were  needed  to  strengthcnlbe  regard  Jn  which  Hetmann 
Lohr  is  hrid  by  siageia  and  ^ng-toven  the  world  over,  this  (^‘clnnf  Four  Songs 
would  do  much  (o  achieve  that  oblecL 
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